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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE SPLENDID COMMONPLACE 

IN THIS HOTEL 

The head waiter says: 

"Nice day to-day!" 

He smiles sentimentally. 

The headwaiter says : 

"It will rain to-day!" 

He frowns gracefully. 

Those are the greetings, every morning, 

To every old lady, 

And every old gent, 

And every old rogue, 

And every young couple — 

To every guest. 

And I, who do not sleep, who wait and watch for the dawn, 

One day I would come down to the world. 

I would have a trumpet as powerful as the wind, 

And I would trumpet out to the world 

The splendid commonplace: 

"Nice day to-day!" 

And another day I would cry out in despair, 

"It will rain to-day!" 

For every old lady, 

And every old gent, 

And every old rogue, 

And every young couple — 

Are they not guests in this hotel, 
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Where the ceiling is the sky 
And the floor is the earth, 
And the rooms are the houses ? 

But I, I — this wretched, tired thing — 
May I ask for a job 
As headwaiter 
Of this hotel ? 

HIS MAJESTY THE LETTER-CARRIER 

Half past seven in the morning 

And the sun winks at me, 

Half hidden by the last house of the street. 

His long fingers 

Scare away these trotting little men 

Who rush westward from the east to their jobs. 

Laughing, the sun pursues them . . . 

Ah, there he is! 

Who? . . . The letter-carrier, of course! 

(What do you think I got up so early for?) 

You never see him run — 

He is so proud 

Because he's got my happiness in that dirty bag : 

He's got a kiss from my sweetheart, 

Some money for me to buy some food, 

And a white, nice collar. 

That's why he's so conceited, 

That's why he wants to show 
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